
	  

Early	  Journal	  Content	  on	  JSTOR,	  Free	  to	  Anyone	  in	  the	  World	  

This	  article	  is	  one	  of	  nearly	  500,000	  scholarly	  works	  digitized	  and	  made	  freely	  available	  to	  everyone	  in	  
the	  world	  by	  JSTOR.	  	  

Known	  as	  the	  Early	  Journal	  Content,	  this	  set	  of	  works	  include	  research	  articles,	  news,	  letters,	  and	  other	  
writings	  published	  in	  more	  than	  200	  of	  the	  oldest	  leading	  academic	  journals.	  The	  works	  date	  from	  the	  
mid-‐seventeenth	  to	  the	  early	  twentieth	  centuries.	  	  

	  We	  encourage	  people	  to	  read	  and	  share	  the	  Early	  Journal	  Content	  openly	  and	  to	  tell	  others	  that	  this	  
resource	  exists.	  	  People	  may	  post	  this	  content	  online	  or	  redistribute	  in	  any	  way	  for	  non-‐commercial	  
purposes.	  

Read	  more	  about	  Early	  Journal	  Content	  at	  http://about.jstor.org/participate-‐jstor/individuals/early-‐
journal-‐content.	  	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

JSTOR	  is	  a	  digital	  library	  of	  academic	  journals,	  books,	  and	  primary	  source	  objects.	  JSTOR	  helps	  people	  
discover,	  use,	  and	  build	  upon	  a	  wide	  range	  of	  content	  through	  a	  powerful	  research	  and	  teaching	  
platform,	  and	  preserves	  this	  content	  for	  future	  generations.	  JSTOR	  is	  part	  of	  ITHAKA,	  a	  not-‐for-‐profit	  
organization	  that	  also	  includes	  Ithaka	  S+R	  and	  Portico.	  For	  more	  information	  about	  JSTOR,	  please	  
contact	  support@jstor.org.	  



WATSON'S ART JOURNAL. 21? 

sented; the movement was as of one man, I 
and the vast power of the combination 
seemed only used to heighten by contrast, 
the more delicate and tender shades of ex 

pression, which colored the performance 
throughout, making it, from beginning to 
end, a lovely and intelligible tone poem. 
Nothing could be more exquisite in its sen 
timent, or more perfect in the execution, 
than the whole of the Adagio ; to listen to 
it was a luxury, the extent of which cannot 
be gauged by a tariff of dollars and cents, 
for it bore the imagination away to the re 
gions of the aesthetic, permeating |Jie whole 
being with a vivjid sense of the beautiful. 

The fourth movement was the worst fiasco 
ever made at our Philharmonic Society. 
This movement has been very poorly done 
on several occasions, but never so outrage 
ously as on Saturday evening last. The 
choral-roar-al part was literally butchered by 
the N. Y. Harmonic Society, under the di 

rection, of course, of Mr. F. L. Ritter, who 
has a happy knack of exhibiting his Society 
to the worst possible advantage. We are 

gravely told, that the choral-roar-al part was 

prepared by this king of musical mis-rule, 
and the announcement satisfied us that the 
affair would be badly done; but it far ex 
ceeded our expectation in its excessive bad 
ness. There was a want of power and pre 
cision, and the style was essentially coarse 
and inelegant, proving that the training had 
(been bad throughout. It could hardly have 
been worse, and when to this choral-roar-al 

failure, was added the wretched solo and 

quartette singing, some part of the execu 
tants having been imported from Boston ex 

pressly for the purpose of justifying the old 
proverb, "Go farther and fare worse," the 

disgust and the" disappointoeht' of the' pub 
lic may well be imagined, and it was, more 

over, very generally and loudly expressed. 
We must consider Mr. Carl Bergmann, in 

some measure, responsible for this travestie 
of Beethoven's music. He must have known 
Mr.Ritter's incompetence as a conductor, and 
should certainly have supervised the rehearsals 
of the Society before it joined the general 
rehearsal. At that rehearsal he must have 
known how bad the execution was, and 
should have gone over the choral part two or 

three times after the dismissal of the public. 
As appointed conductor, Mr. Bergmann holds 
the honor of the Philharmonic Society in 
his hands, and he neglects his duty, if, from 
mere indifference, he passes over faults which 
he has the power to correct. It is not suffi 
cient that Mr. Ritter's name is twice unneces 

sarily stuck into the programme, and Mr. 
C. M. K. Paulinson's name, as President of 
the Harmonic Society, is pompously drag 
ged in and paraded, the responsibility of 
permitting such an utter failure must rest 
with Mr. Bergmann. He should have pro 
tested, and, if there was no other resource, 
should have insisted on omitting the Fourth 

Movement, rather than disgrace the high re 

putation of the Philharmonic Society by such 
a performance. There is too much 

" 
Herr" 

about this business altogether ; Herr Smith 
is so delicate about Herr Jones, and each 
Herr considers himself so solemnly bound to 
sustain the nationality, that in the thee-ing 
and the thou-ing of these "Herrs" the rights 
of the public are thrust into the background, 
and even artists not of the "nationality" are 

made to suffer from this ostentatious display 
of brotherhood?a brotherhood of interest, 
not of love. 

Leaving out this Ritter-Paulinson-Harmo 

nic-Boston-choral-roar-al failure, the third 
Philharmonic Concert was, in the rare ex 
cellence of the performance, equal to either 
of its predecessors, and fully maintained the 
well-earned position of the first orchestral 

society in America, and scarcely second to 

any in the world. 
The Fourth Concert, which will take place 

on the 7th of March, will consist of the fol 
lowing splendid orchestral selection :?Sym 
phony No. 1, G Minor?Mozart; Introduc 
tion to Lohengrin ?Wagner ; and Sym 
phony in A Major?Mendelssohn. Sueh a 

programme should attract another audience 
of four thousand. j 

THE BULL OF BISPHAM. 

The upper story of Tenth street, over 
Brewster's, shelters at present, as much fine 
artistic talent as can be crowded within its 
limits. Artists, like Bees' swarm upon cer 
tain spots, and wherever they locate, they 
erect a shrine to which the Art pilgrim jour 
neys reverently. Of the many buildings 
thus sanctified, no one has a monopoly of 

talent, but each is peopled as it were 'ap 
hazard; the artist of established reputation, 
?established either by merit or by friendly 
puffing?side by side with the struggling 
youth of genius, whose future is marked by 
a line of light, or vis-a-vis to one who will 

always struggle and will never have a future 
in Art. So take whatever direction the Art 
pilgrim may, his journeying will always be 
repaid. 

The Bull of Bispham, although it gives 
the caption to this article, is not in the studio 
of Tenth street and Broadway, nor was it the 
occasion of our acquaintance with its author. 

We chanced while strolling through Lea 
vitt's auction rooms, to see a landscape with 
cattle in it, and were struck by the richness 
and appropriateness of the coloring, the 
free and masterly drawing, the absence of 

mannerism, and the presence of vigorous 
thought and fine sentiment, and, on referring 
to the catalogue, we were glad to find that it 
was the work of an American. It is a picture 
of mark, and stood out, head and shoulders 
above the many excellent works which sur 
rounded it. 
Mr. Henry C. Bispham is quite a young 

man, scarcely twenty-six years old, and is a 
native of Philadelphia. He entered art-life 
early, studying with the well-known painter 

Mr. William T. Richards, and pursued it 
with restless activity; furnishing, while yet 
a youth, illustrations of a marked and vigor 
ous character, for Harper's Weekly, and 
Frank Leslie's Illustrated Newspaper, be 
sides illustrating many works both prose and 
poetry. The bent of his genius was for Ani 
mal painting, and day and night he studied 
the forms and habits of animals, both wild 
and domesticated, pursuing the study with a 
vehement patience, which left no problem 
unsolved, and observing so closely and so 

thoroughly, that every step was in advance, 
the Past leaving nothing for the Future to 
unlearn, but only the task of adding to the 
accumulating store of practical knowledge. 
Mr. Bispham illustrated the first book of 

Animals for Children, produced in America. 
He painted a large number of the celebrated 
horses, Flora Temple, Ethan Allen, Patchen, 
&c, and executed two life-size Lions, one for 
Edwin Forrest and the other for Edwin Booth, 
which are remarkable for vigor and breadth 
of handling, and for their faithful and cha 
racteristic transcription of n ature. 

During the early part of the War he was 
with the Twelfth Division under General 
Banks, meeting there with ample scope for 
practical observation of both men and ani 

mals; and his sketohes from life taken dur 
ing that period, show a youthful vigor and 
power, from which a brilliant future might 
have been prognosticated. They show a 
keen sense of dramatic effect; they have 
life and movement, and in all, there is 

thought?a point which is, alas ! the excep 
tion and not the rule, with the painters of 

America. His service during the war afford 
ed him matter not only for his pencil but his 
pen, and he entered the field of literature, 
with two books, one of strange adventures, 
and the other entitled, 

4 * 
Among the Cattle 

Drivers of the Army," both of which were 
favorably received. 

In 1865, Mr. Bispham went to Europe, 
where he met with leading minds in Art, and 
felt the vivifying effect of the vigorous, yet 
refined art-atmosphere which prevails there, 
and is in truth the soul's pabulum, whereon 
the giants of art are nurtured. Men of brain 
do not go abroad to copy, but to grow strong 
and hardy for the fight with those who have 
fought their way in advance, and who must 
be understood and appreciated before they 
can be closed in upon and overtaken. To 
broaden the mind, to strengthen the will, to 
rub out small, narrowing localisms, and to 

generalize the great facts of art, is the object 
and the end of travel. The weak-kneed in 

! soul and knowledge, will return oppressed 
by what they have not understood, a little 
weaker-kneed than before, and with a ten 

dency to servile imitation, while the strong 
of heart and will, who while reverencing the 

past,, cling not to its legends, will return 
from the conflict of minds, from the encoun 
ter which reveals the strength of great na 

tures, refreshed, invigorated, with broader 

views, and with a deeper sense of the gran 
deur and scope of that art, which cannot be 
served with less than whole soul-worship, and 
utter and absolute devotion, and self abne 

gation. 
Mr. Bispham painted for some months In 

the studio of the celebrated Cotture, and also 
studied with the no less famous Otto Web 
ber, the two most notable animal painters in 

Paris, and it is a significant fact in connec 
tion with his progress at that time, that he 
sold while there twenty-two original paint 
ings at high prices. Another fact to be re 

membered is that his picture of our cele 
brated horses, at the French Exposition, 
where American art out but a very sorry 

figure, was sold to a wealthy Parisian, and 
was the subject of high praise in several of 
the leading journals of Paris. 
Mr. Bispham spent some weeks in Rome, 

and afterwards traveled through Italy and 
Germany, the record of which he has perpe 
tuated, by a vast number of sketches of 
scenes and characters, which are admirable 
in their freedom and boldness of outline, 
and in the intense individuality of the seve 
ral nationalities, whether exemplified in man, 
beast or scene. We should like to see these 

gathered together in book form, for they 
would make a volume both of value and of 
interest?one that would redound to the cre 

dit of artist and publisher. J 
Since his return, Mr. Bispham has been a 

busy man, for he has much to do, and strong 
subjects enough to occupy a double term of 
natural life to complete them. Life is too 
short to work out the golden mine of thought 
of one great nature. 
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But to return to our Bull of Bispham. It 

was the work of our artist soon after he set 
tled in this, city, and was painted, we believe, 
for the Century Club, where it now forms one 
of the most attractive features in that estab 
lishment. The Bull is one of those vicious, 
long-horned fellows, to be found, and avoid 

ed, on the Roman campagna?one who on 

the slightest freak of fancy, starts off at wild 
speed, followed by his cows, for a race .of 
a hundred miles, and woe be to the foolhar 

dy man who would strive to stay his flight. 
The Bull stands boldly out in the foreground, 
and gazes right at you. The pose is splen 
did, firm, erect and dauntless, a tower of 

strength, and conscious of immense vitality 
and power. The drawing of the Bull is mas 

terly; the frame work is massive, and the 
tnewes and sinews and muscles, seem quiv 
ering with imminent action under the skin, 
which reveals their presence. The slightly 
curved body, so finely foreshortened, affords 
an admirable contrasf of shadow, and the 
whole form stands out in bold and vigorous 
relief. There is nothing fluffy about this 
Bull; from hoof to horns it is all solid; the 
hair covers flesh, and the horns are horns; 
in short, you could guess its weight within a 
few pounds. It is a living bull in a live 
landscape; the atmosphere is transparent, 
and the rank grass and herbage are touched 
in with a daring freedom which seems half 
carelessness, but which after all is true to the 

facts, and is far more effective than fore 

grounds painted with laborious finish. The 
picture at once commands attention by its 

positive realism, and the more you gaze, the 
more potent is the magnetism which its real 

ity exerts. It is unquestionably a great 
picture?a strong, masculine and vigorous 
thought; executed with the boldness of con 
scious power, and a strength of effect, which 
would utterly eclipse a whole gallery of the 
thin, timid, miLk-and-water compositions 
Tvhich seem to weaken the walls upon which 
they are hung. Mr. Bispham has not been 

taught to husband the pigments, as though 
every brush full of color was a Shrewsbury 
oyster less for the painter. He has a wealth 
of color, which gives a depth and richness 
of tone, and a solidity to the objects, and a 
strength to the effects, while the boldness of 
his outline, and the anatomical correctness of 
his details, prove the closeness of his study 
and his perfect mastery of his subject. Ad 

thought, of the exertive, animating faculty, 
from which spring pictures which must make 
a mark upon the epoch. 

In the sketches and unfinished pictures of 
Mr. Bispham, we recognize the same bold 
ness of thought, the same strong individu 

ality and the same dramatic effect, all tend 

ing to one end, power. It is impossible to 
foreca t a career, but the exhibition of such 

marked intellectual powers at so early an age, 
would seem to predicate for him a high posi 
tion among the first animal painters in the 
world. There is no point beyond his reach, 
if he is true to himself, and as he has extra 
ordinary vital force, his career can hardly fail 
to redound to the honor of his country and 
his Art. 

In the same building we found a young 
sculptor, H. J. EUicott, whose works give evi 
dence of a genius that cannot fail soon to 
make its mark. He possesses keen intelli 

gence, a warm enthusiasm, and a skillful 

cunning of hand. His last work is a small 
bust of Charles Dickens, which is admirable 
not only for its striking likeness, its marked 

recojpize the presence of 

individuality and its justness of expression, 
but for its bold, careful and delicate model 
ing. It is just such a bust as every one | 
would like to have of Dickens, for it is life 
like and is of a size suitable for every library. | 
It is now being cast, and copies will be ready 
in a few days. It will assuredly command a 
large sale, not only from the popularity of. 

the subject, but from the intrinsic merit of' 
the work. i 

r i r ? 

MADAME LA GRANGE IN ORATORIO. 

It is now positively known that Madame 
La Grange will very shortly make her debutJ 
in Oratorio music, in Handel's Messiah 
and in English. We learn that she takes I 
the most lively interest in the subject, and 
that she. has mastered the pronunciation 
with far greater facility than she expected. 
With the music of that sublime work she is 
deeply impressed, and those who have had 
the good fortune to hear her, say that she 
sings it with positive inspiration, and that 
her interpretation of it will surpass that of 
any singer since the time of Mrs. Wood. 
Her "Rejoice Greatly" is said to be posi 
tively electrifying. We confess to a growing 
curiosity and a great desire to hear her, a 

desire which we believe will be shared by the 
whole community. The Oratorio will be 
produced by Max Strakosch, under the com 

petent direction of George W. Morgan, but 
where we are not as yet informed. 

CORRESPONDENCE. 

January 10th, 1868. 
Dear Mr. Watson : 

My last letter bore you a MerryChristmas ;> 
this one carries with it a New Year's greet 
ing. As this letter is dated in the midst of 
the holiday season, I have many festivities to 
record. Last week, I heard Le Trouvere at 
the grand opera^ with the beautiful Madame 
Sars as Leonora, and her impersonation of 
the passionate Spanish maiden was certainly 
the finest I have ever seen. Manrico (Mo 
rere) did not especially interest me, although 
he is considered a very fine artist?so fine, 
indeed, that to him was intrusted the chief 
role in Don Carlos; but a few weeks longer, 
and that character will receive new eclat from 
the magnificent voice and superb personnel 
of our charming Mazzolini. The Conte di 
Luna failed to evoke any sympathy from me, 
being quite insignificant in every respect; 
even the old familiar favorite' 'Balen" aroused. 
no enthusiasm from the audience, perhaps 
because it seemed quite unsuited to the reg 
ister of his voice, the notes lingering in his 
throat and manifesting a strange reluctance 
to leave it, so that the song was quite inau 
dible. But Mile. Bloch was as ever, a per 
fect Azucena, and with the admirable orches 
tra, under the direction ofA the renowned 

Hainl, and the fine choruses, the ensemble 
was veiy enjoyable. After this four act ope 
ra, the magnificent ballet, La Source, was 

given. This ballet is considered the finest 
that has yet been represented at the Grand 
Opera; the music is quite bewitching, and 
the scenery and danseuses are perfection. La 
Source was revived for the gala representa 
tions given at the Opera for the Czar and 
the Sultan, and surely if it be correct to ad 
mire a ballet, this one is truly admirable. 
The hero of the piece quite won my heart 
with his handsome face and expressive pan 
tomime; of course, he was too grand to 

dance. The piece opens with a moonlight 
dance by fairies near the magic "source," & 

beautiful fountain that gleams silver-hued 
under the moonbeams?a low, wild, witching 
strain is played, and the fairies run out and 
dance upon the enchanted turf. The effect 

of the child-fairies, little darlings of six and 
eight in their rose-colored dresses and deli 
cate purple wings, was exquisitely ravissant. 

A night or two ago, I went to the Theatre 
du Chatelet, the largest theatre in Paris, 
where the new spectacle of "Les Voyages de 

Gulliver," was given. This spectacle I found 

very amusing, if not a little startling. The 
costumes* were very much inu the .style, of Jhe 
"Devil's Auction"; young ladies disporting 
in dresses d la centaur, danced and skipped 
about in a very cheerful manner, and finally 

pranced fiercely off the stage. The, music 
of this piece as well as the heroine, is taken 
from the "Grande Duchesse de Gerolstein," 
the beautiful Mile. Schneider having yield 
ed to the persuasion of fabulous sums, and 

accepted the role of Diane, the sweetheart 
of Gulliver. Schneider is the pet of Paris; 
she is a beauty, a very talented actress, and 
has the most charming light soprano voice 
imaginable. She completely bewitched me; 
she is a vraie coquette, and is adored by all 

the Parisians. Every sovereign who came 

to Paris during the Exposition, rushed to the 
Varietes to see this enchanting being, and I 
presume you all know in New York that even 
the great Russian Czar spent his first eve 

ning in Paris listening to the Grande Duch 
esse. I have heard that the bewitching 
Schneider is forty, but I cannot believe it-? 
the other evening she did not look a day 
over seventeen. 

One of the most charming entertainments 
which; I have recently enjoyed, is, a soiree 
musicale given by Mr. Haner. This talented 

American artist resides in the Boulevard 

Haussmann, a broad, beautiful new avenue, 

pres the sombre-visaged Madeleine. His 

apartments are pleasant and spacious, and 
without being luxurious have an air of artis 
tic elegance that make them the fit abode of 
a bachelor artist. The night of Mr. Haner's 
first soiree was lugubrious with mud and 
sleet, and the city lights usually so bright 
and dazzling were obscured by this tempes 
tuous blackness. Whether this night gloom 
heightened the brilliance within the artist's 
saloon I know not, but the effect as one en 

tered was more like a dream-scene than real 

ity. The grand salon is unique in form?not 

angular, but somewhat crescent-shaped?and 
there are five high cut windows hung in 
simple white drapery, which softens as it 
disperses the astral lights. I remember no 
vulgar display of the upholsterer's taste, but 
in the centre of the room stood an Erard 
concert grand, and near it its modest accom 

paniment, a lovely toned parlor piano. There 

were few pictures on the walls, but busts of 
Beethoven, Mozart, Meyerbeer and other pet 
idols of the musical soul were artistically dis 
persed about the salon. Now, I fear that I 
shall fail to convey to your mind anything of 
the poetic beauty of this scene: imagine 
beautiful women attired in every lovely tint 
that an evening toilette commands, their 

heads, necks, and arms sparkling with jewels 
that are only rivalled by the sparkling bril 
liance of their eyes,?men upon whose faces 

music has left its refining trace:?delicate 
flowers as votive offerings placed under the 
gleaming busts of the great composers, and 
over all a htstre dort depending from the 

\ frescoed oeiling, and lighted with wax tapers 
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